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doctors :   " I always feel ill," he said;   " when I
merely catch sight of those professional pessimists."

On the evening of the 9th he still hoped to be
able to get up on the following day to celebrate his
birthday in the company of a few friends.

On the loth, in the early hours of the morning, a
storm burst upon the villa. The policeman stationed
outside the little side-door in the Friedrich Ebert-
sttasse could scarcely control the incessant stream of
messengers. All the flower shops in Berlin appeared
to have been raided. The little island in the Linne-
strasse was the centre of a congested throng of motor
vans ; crates were carried into the house, and parcels
of every size handed in at the front door. They were
mostly pictures that emerged from the swathes of
packing paper, but there were also costly silver figures,
bronze statuettes, and even cases of choice wines.
About midday the first cars drove up with black-coated
gentlemen in tall hats. Frau Stresemann received all
the callers. The doctors had forbidden the Minister
to get up, holding out hopes of a possible appearance
in the afternoon. Meantime he had the newspapers
read aloud to him. " No living man has ever seen such
obituaries of himself," he said with a smile on his pale
lips.

In the rooms below, all official Germany, all the
representatives of foreign Powers filed past Frau
Stresemann. Even the winter garden with its gaily
painted walls, its cheerful basket chairs, and sweet
fragrance of hothouse plants, was thronged with
ceremonious black-coated figures. No shadow as yet
had fallen upon the great occasion. There was nothing
unfamiliar about Stresemann's sudden indispositions,